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NOTE 



'T'HE idea of thii volume originated with Mr. Edmynd Qomb, when be pointed 
ovt how, nader an onpleannt title and among matter which would be ofieniiTe 
were it not contemptible^ there Hei ofaecored a charming domeitic drama of Eiigliih 
conntry life three centnriet ago, the work of a fimiont hand. Eren the title is doe 
to Mr. GofiB, u much as the Eaiay he has kmdlj prefixed to the plaj. 

JoHv WnsTBB has here laid aside the tragic thonders which his name 
calls to remembrance ; or at least only lets them be heard in distant ramblings of 
fword-andnlagger fights on Calais sands, of Spanish Warships threatening the Kentish 
shore, or of fiery passions snbdned jnst not too late. In " Lovi'a Gbiotatb*' we 
breathe a calmer and a fresher air ; the Tirtnes and filings of the Persons are those 
of onr own ooontiy and] of common life ; by force of simple tmstfolnesB evil is 
turned to good, and a tangled mesh of circnmstance is nnravelled to a happy con- 
clusion. The crudities, for such there are, of metre, of plot, and sometimes of 
language, can easily be tolented, and would, it may be thou^t, be mitigated in 
representation on the stage. 

It has been the aim of the writer of this Note to restore Wnfnnt's original 
work, so far as as now possible, by means of simple omission of the scenes and parts 
of scenes wbidi contain the underplot ; and for these omissions he alone is re^nm- 
sible. Otherwise the text is that of Dtcb, with a few slight Terbal alterations, and 
many of punctuation. There are many passages in the play which a PossoH of 
English might greatly improve : and looking to the late date, i<S6i, at which it 
was first printed, the application to it of such critical ingenuity would seem at least 
defoosible. This however cannot here be attempted. 

Our play as now presented, enriched with the criticism of Mr. GoiSB, and 
embodied in the typography of Mr. DamsL, is humbly commended to all true lorem 
of English literature. 

S. tt. S. K* 



London: March aj, 1885, 



PREFATORT ESSAT 

'in the enfuing pages an enthufiaffk lover of tke 
fame of Webfter has ferfermed a fioMt duty. He has extratied 
the ore from ^^ a mineral of metals hafe^*y and the poetry frcm a 
work in which a poet after had more than a finger. It is peculiar ly 
' gyateful to me that the Editor Jbould ask me to introduce his 
experiment to the world of letters with a few critical wordr^ 
'fince the conception of the fcheme was minOy as he kindly admits j 
and even the name of the new play* Moreover^ if it be a difco- 
verfy it is the eldeft child of my refearch. I was hardly more than 
^ a fchoolioy when I formed the view o^Kirkman's venture which 
has Been accepted by the heft critics y and 1 have a peculiar fondnejs 
for this the ear lie ft trophy efmy ^^ar ^ of my pen. When 1 firff 
found an opportunity of divulging my opinion y in 1874^ '^ *^^^ ^^^ 
with general approval. WheUy in lii^y I embodied ity with more 
confident expreffiony in my volume of Seventeenth Century Studies y 
fitch refined and learned ftudents of our drama as Mr. John Ad- 
dington Symonds, Mr. George Saintsbury and Frofejfor Edward 
Dowden p^ntedly congratulated me on it anew* Laftlyy left my 
theory Jhould not be found to bear the paffage of years y on receiving 
the Editor* s invitatioMy 1 applied to my old friend and earliefl 
cenfiry Mr. Swinburne, begging him to glance once more at 
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the original and at my fhrafes^ and to tell me whether the Utter 
fiiU commended themfelves to him. I take his reply as fnat in its 
encouragement. He tells me that on jrejb examination he Hill 
^^ wholly concurs in my conclujian as to the farts rejfeSively sffigm" 
a hie to Webftcr and to Rowley". He adds^ too indulgently^ 
*^^Your analyjis of the flay in fueBien was admirahle*\ and I, 
rememhering the tender and callow years I hore when that anslyfis 
was conceived^ am reminded of that faradoxical remark of Tlieo^ 
phile Gautier, that we change in tafie^ ferhafSy certainly in fwcOy 
from twenty ufwards^ but not in the quality of our ofinions* 
PerhafSj theUy I may be fermitted to ^eak in this one infiance of 
my conjeSures as offaSs^ without feeming to throw my lot in with 
the fchool of arrogant fedants who meafure verfe with their fm^ 
gerSy or if with ears at all^ with ears for thicknefs and length 
like thofe of Midas. With thefe men the trick of dividing dra^' 
matift from dramatiB has become a dtfeafty but I truft that the 
invefiigation^ which our Editor has here at length iUufiratedy 
was conducted on my fart with all due regard to none but found 
imaginative and metrical traditions. 

In 1 66 1 the bookfetter Francis Kirknian, who had been m 
coUeBor of books before he took to the trade of m fublifkery font 
forth from his Jhof at the fign of John Fletcher's Head^ on the 
back-fide of St. Clement's Churchy a flay in quarto entitled A 
Cure for a Cuckold, A pleafant comedy As it hath been feveral 
times Aded with great Applaufe. Written by John Webfter 
& William Rowley. It was then nearly forty years finceV^ eh- 
fter had been heard of alive ^ yet only feven fince the frSl fublica- 
tion of his undoubted Tragedy of Appius and Virginia. Both the 
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White Devil s»J tie Dutchefs of Malfy were very Jhort/y to te 
revived^ and Webfter was the one Elsx^ahetban foet^ after Jonfon, 
Fletcher and Shakefpeare, in 'whom the Reftaratson would take 
an intelligent inter eft > There is no douht that it was a revival 
of curiofttj about Webfter vjhich induced Kirkman to print this 
old MS. flaj^ in company with many others which he fojjejfed. 
He was lefs baffy in pmultaneoujly frejentlng to the public the 
windy tnifb catted The Thracian Wonder as being alfo a joint 
tragedy of Webfter and Rowley. It has doubt lefs been the 
wortbleffnefs of this latter play^ which Dyce admitted into Web- 

fter's works in 1S3O9 and then rejeSed again in 1 8 5*7, which 
has led to the negleS of its ftBer^venture^ A Cure for a Cuckold. 
At att events until 1 drew attention to this lafty it had never 
received the critical examination which its partial beauty and dig- 
nity demand. 

It is perhaps the only play of double author/hip which has 
come down to us from the feventeentb century which we can conf" 
dently and yet not r^/bly divide in detail between its two parents. 
There feems in this one inftance no danger whatever in differing 
the piecoy fcene by fcene^ and labeUing each one ** Webfter" or 
** Rowley '*. The circumftances of its creation I have furmifed to 
be thefe. William Rowley, a rough playwright of the Jacobean 
agOy whofe work bears no traces of that academic polijh which a 
Cambridge man Jbould have brought from the College which nou^ 
ri/bed Spenfer and Gray, had attained a fudden fuccefs with fuch 
loofe comedies as A Shoemaker a Gentleman ir A New Wonder, 
Woman never vexed. He casmo intofo good repute for patching 
up other men's Jerioui work with light town^comedy^ that we find 
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Day, Wilkins, Middleton, Heywood Mni even Mafllnger happy 
to accept him in dramatic partntrJUp. To mix his lukewarm tide 
of wit with that of the author ofTht Miferies of Enforced Man- 
riage or of The Mayor of Queensborough, however^ was one 
things and another to mingle with the dreadful Mufe of Webftcr. 
Sooner might the chalky waters melt into ike cryffal Mow the 
walls of Geneva than Rowley hecome indiftinguifiaile from fuch 
a coadjutor as this. The refult is that his coarfe & hoifierous little 
farce proceeds fide hy fide with Webfter*s Bately comedy^ ^ mingles 
with it as little as life helowjhould mingle with life akove fiairs. 

Hence the jfirit of the two tiny dramas clajhes continually ^ 
con fi Bent alone^ viewed together they are mofi inconfiflent, Web- • 
Iter's charaSers are fententiom^ gentleman-like and of afenfitive 
nokility^ Rowley's are rikald 4y vulgar* In Jbort^ not to repeat • 
further what I have fold elfewherOy the Webfter portion of the 
joint produBion forms a complete and independent work which I 
have long hoped that fome editor might fee his way to detaching 
irom its coarfe Jitrroundings, This has keen done at lafty and 
Webfter's comedy is prefented to the reader without any of Row^ 
ley's mud adhering to it. The Editor has further adopted for 
the now otherwife namelejs piece the title of Love's Graduate, 
which I fuggefted on the fcore of Clare's protefi^ fo ill fuRainod 
ky her^ that Jhe will ^^ never amkition have to keccme a graduate' 
in Lovers fchool.** 

The central fcene of Love's Graduate, the quarrel on 
Calais fands ketween Leflihgham and Bonville, hears a refem- 
klance to another piece of Caroline drama which I had already 
noted^ and which could not evade the okfervdtion of Jo profound 



a Rudent of old pUys ms Mr. Swinburne. He wrhes to me, — 
^^Kmve you noticed the identity of motive hofween Webftcr's/»<jrf 
of k Cure for a Cuckold and the ftory of MontrofCy Clercmond 
and Leonora in MaiTinger's Parliament of Love ? I cannot hht 
think that the two foots mufi have gone to a common fource fcr 
the hading idea of their plots. Maflinger's treatment of it is^ I 
think, in his teB manner ^ — full of noble grace and dignity. ^^ — 
This fmffage from Maflinger it will perhaps pleafe the reader of 
onr play to he aUe to compare with the fcene on pp. 30 — ^6. As 
in Love's Graduate, fo in the Parliament of Love, a captious 
womoM^ Leonora, mot wholly realifing her own wickednefsy inJiHs 
that Cleremond, if he would win her love^ Jhould kill his hefi 
fiend firB. Jufl as Bonville, en the very day of his marriage ^ 
is decoyed hy Leffingham to Calais Sands to he nominally his fe^ 
<omd hut in faSt his viSim, fo Cleremond infiBsy with the fame 
^uplicity^ that Montrofe Jhould break the frfi appointment that 
the woman he loves has ever made with him. The fcene in Mas- 
finger runs thus i — 

An open part of the Country near Far is. 

^nter Cleremond and Montrofe. 

Cler. This is the place. 

Mont. An even piece of ground. 
Without advantage ^ but be jocund, friend : 
The honour to have entered firft the field. 
However we come off, is ours. 

Cler. I need not. 
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So well I am acquainted with your valour. 
To dare, in a good caufe, as much as man. 
Lend you encouragement j and fliould I add. 
Your power to do, which Fortune, howe'er blind. 
Hath ever feconded, I cannot doubt 
But Vi^aory Itill fits upon your fword. 
And muft not now forfake you. 

Mont. You fliall fee me 
Come boldly up^ nor will I (liame your caufe. 
By parting with an inch of ground not bought 
With bkx)d on my part. 

Cler, 'Tis not to be queftion'd : 
That which I would entreat, (and pray you grant it,) 
Is, that you would forget your ufual foftnefs. 
Your foe being at your mercy : it hath been 
A cuftom in you, which I dare not praife. 
Having difarmM your enemy of his fword. 
To tempt your fate, by yielding it again j 
Then run a fecond hazard. 

Mont. When we encounter 
A noble foe, we cannot be too noble. 

Cler. That I confefs j but he that's now to oppofc you, 
I know for an archvillain • one who hath loft 
All feeling of humanity, one that hates 
Goodnefs in others, 'caufe he's ill himfelf ! 
A moft ungrateful wretch, (the name's too gentle. 
All attributes of wickednefs cannot reach him,) 
Of whom to have deferved, beyond example. 
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Or precedent of friendfliip, is a wrong 
Which only death can fatisfy. 

Mont, You defcribe 
A monfter to me. 

Cler. True, Montrofe, he is fo. 
Afric, though fertile of ftrange prodigies, 
Never produced his equal ! be wife, therefore, 
And if he fall into your hands, defpatch him : 
Pity to him is cruelty. The fad father. 
That fees his fon ftung by a fnake to death, 
May^ with more juftice, ftay his vengeful hand. 
And let the worm efcape, than you vouchfafe 
A minute to repent : for 'tis a (lave 
So fold to hell and mifchief, that a traitor 
To his moft lawftd prince, a church-robber, 
A parricide, who, when his garners are 
Cranmi'd with the purefV grain, fuffers his parents, 
Being old, and weak, to ftarve f3r want of bread ; 
Compared to him, are innocent. 

Momt. I ne'er heard 
Of fuch a curfed nature : if long-lived. 
He would infed mankind : reft you afTured, 
He finds from me fmall courtefy. 

Cltr* And exped 
As little fix)m him : blood is that he thirfts for, 
Not honourable wounds. 

Mont. I would I had him 
Within my fword's length ! 
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Cler. Have thy wifli : thou haft ! 

\Cl€T€m9mi drsws his fw9rd. 
Nay, draw thy fword, and fuddenly ; I am 
That monfter, temple-robber, parricide^ 
Ingratefiil wretch. 

The refemUance htre is v)omderfuUy cUfty and Mr* Swin*^ 
burne, as we bavefeeuy Mievts that eaehfoet drew hit imj^irstiam 
from fome common fource. It may ke foy htt vte mufi rememier 
that The Parliament of Love^iV m fUj with m curiotu hiftory* It 
isy not the lafiy hut a very Ute Arrival into the fatmly ir/Maflin- 
ger's plays. It was frff printed hy Gifford from a unifuo and 
incomplete JdS.y lent him hy Malooe, a MS. whichy on hoing 
compared with the famous correSBons in the Duke of Milan, ap^ 
peared to he in the poet*s own handwriting. It had teem licenfed 
in I ^14., a date rather low down in the century to he comfidered 
exaBly contemporary with Webfter, and it had heen entorod on 
the hooks of the Stationers* Company in JunOy l660y or a fev 
months hefore A Cure for a Cuckold was printedy and then ap-- 
parently withdrawn from publication. Agaiuy this ahortivc 
attempt at putlication itjelf is coupled in Jome vague way with 
the name of W. Rowley. The Parliament of Love, though 
excellently writ t en y is perhaps lefs original in plot than any other 
of Maffinger's. Two of its mofi ejfeSive fcenes are harrowed from 
Shakespeare, and recall rather too haldly Cymbeline & Winter's 
Tale. Kow Kirkman teUs us that A Cure for a Cuckold had 
keen a favourite aStingplay j ^^ fever al perfonSy** he fays in 1661 y 
^^rfwfw^fr the aSing of ity and fay that it then pie afed generally 
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nueB** My owm opinion isy I eonftfsy thmt Maffioger bMifoon it^ 
and thMt the Parliament of Lore nujfod fnUicsHom^ firB im Mas* 
finger's life-time^ Mnd ^ftermmrds mt tbo Rotforstiom^ iocsnfi tbt 
circumfiancos in it rowAniei ftoflt too openly offtonos in tins mnd 
other fofnlar fl^s. 

Our ke^utiful little trouvaille, Mr fioco of filvet'-^uork ty 
the fiulftor nuhofe other groups Mte sB in tronzo^ vnU kwmo bow 
to win the sJmirstion of its rollers. 1$ trosthes now ftr tbo 

firff timoy fince its original mffemrmuo noss JKB Urtb* Tins 
lovely fragment of the romsnce of Elizabeth eame into the world 
when Etheredge wss esting cufiardj in Cbodrenx f^rivrig^ on 
the hridge at Paris, and when Dryden was tagpng rhymes im$o 
the Rival Ladies in pale foBowing of Comeille. WehftePs 

jf-efi-coloured gentlemen were as oldfi^oned then m wore tbo 
hofe and the flajbed doublets they had worn. Woy with our stew 

Jympathy for pure romance^ ate nearer to them after tbefo two 
centuries than were Mr. Kirkman's eufiomors^ at the pgn of tbo 

John Fletcher's Heady on the morning that the play was puilijbed. 

Edmvnd Gosse» 
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PERSONS 



WooMtoir, a justice of the peace, lather to Annabel. 
>f a merchant, brother-in-law to Woodroff. 
a genflmaii, in lore with Oare. 
BoHfnj^ a giOtiMiian, the bridegroom and lover to Annabels 



Bvmpaos 

gallants ioTitad to the wedding. 



GMim 

Koauuu>f a yoQQggvtleman and a thied 
A Sailor. 

ftnritlT^ the bride and wife to Bon?ile« 
# ^ ,^ ^«^ LiMiiigham*s mistress. 
A Waitii^oaaa* 



LoVE'S (^RADVATE 



AEt I. Scent i . 
Ijeffimgbmm 0»d C/sre* 

Leffl This is a place of feafting and of joy. 
And, as in triumphs and ovations, here 
Nothing fave ftate and pleafure. 

Clare. *Tis confefPd. 

Leffi A day of mirth and folemn jubilee, — 

CUre, For fuch as can be merry. 

Lejf. A happy nuptial. 
Since a like pair of fortunes fuitable. 
Equality in birth, parity in years. 
And in affedion no way different. 
Are this day fweetly coupled* 

CUre. 'Tis a marriage. 

Leffi True, lady, and a noble precedent 
Methinks for us to follow. Why fhould thefe 
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1 [love's gradvate] 

Outftrip us in our loves^ that have not yet 
Outgone us in our time ? If we thus lofe 
Our beft and not-to-be-recovered hours 
Vnprofitably fpent, we fhail be held 
Mere truants in love's fcliool. 

Clmre. That is a fhidy 
In which I never (hall ambition have 
To become graduate. 

tiiff. La<l79 you are lad : 
This jovial meeting puts me in a fpirit . 
To be made fuch. We two are gueib invited 
And meet by purpoTe not by accident : 
Where's then a place more oppcMtunely fit 
In which we may folidt our own lovcs^ 
Than before this example ? 

Clmrt. In a word, 
I purpoTe not to marry. 

Ijeff. By your favour ; 
For as I ever to this prefent hour 
Have ftudied your obfervance^ fo from henceforth 
I now will Ifaidy plainneis : — I have loved you 
Beyond myfelf, mis-fpended for your fake 
Many a fair hour which might have been employed 
To pleafure or to profit ; have negle&ed 
Duty to them from which my being came^ 
My parents, but my hopefid fhidies mofl : 
I have flolen time from all my choice delights 
And robb'd myfelf, thinking to enrich you : 
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[love's gradvate] 

Matches I have had offered, fome have told me 
As faiTy as rich, — I never thought them Co : 
And loft all thefe in hope to find out you. 
Refohre me then for Chriftian charity ^ 
Think you an anfwer of that frozen nature 
Is a fufficient fatisfadion for 
So many more than needful fervices ? 
Clsrt. I have faid, fir. 
Leffl Whence might this diftafte arife ? 
Be at leaft fo kind to perfed me in that. 
Is it of fome diflike lately conceived 
Of this my perfon, which perhaps may grow 
From calumny and fcandal ? if not that, 
Some late-received melancholy in you ? 
If neither, your perverfe and peevifli will, — 
To which I moft imply it ? 

Clare. Be it what it can or may be, thus it is ; 
And with tliis anfwer pray reft fatisfied. 
In all thefe travels, windings, and indents. 
Paths, and by-paths, which many have fought out. 
There's but one only road, and that alone. 
To my fruition : which whofo finds out 
*Tis like he may enjoy me ; but that failing, 
I ever am mine own. 

Lejf. O, name it, fweet ! 
I am already in a labyrinth, 
Vntil you guide me out. 
Clsre. ril to my chamber : 
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4 [love's gradvate] 

May you be pleaPd unto your mis-fpent time 
To add but fome few minutes, by my maid 
You ihall hear further from me. 

I^lf. ril attend you. \EsAt Clare, 

What more can I defire than be refolv'd 
Of fuch a long fufpenfe ? Here's now the period 
Of much expectation. 

Enter Raymond^ Euftdce^ Lienely and Grever* 

Ray, What, you alone retired to privacy 
Of fuch a goodly confluence, all prepared 
To grace the prefent nuptials ! 

Leff'. I have heard fome fay 
Men are ne'er lefs alone than when alone. 
Such power hath meditation. 

Eulf. O thefe choice beauties 
That are this day aflembled ! but of all 
Fair Miftrefs Clare, the bride excepted ftill. 
She bears away the prize. 

Ucm. And worthily ; 
For, fetting off her prefent melancholy. 
She is without taxation. 

Grov. I conceive 
The caufe of her fo fudden difcontent. 

Ray. 'Tis fer out of my way. 

Grev. rU fpeak it, then. 
In all eftates, profcffions, or degrees, 



[love's gradvate] 

In arts or fciences, there is a kind 

Of emulation ^ likewife fo in this. 

There's a maid this day married, a choice beauty : 

Now Miflrefs Clare, a virgin of like age 

And fortunes correfpondent, apprehending 

Time loft in her that's in another gained. 

May upon this — for who knows women's thoughts ? — 

Grow into this deep fadnefs. 

JLr^. Like enough. 

Ijtir. You are pleafant, gentlemen, or elfe perhaps^ 
Though I know many have purfu'd her love, — 

Grov. And you amongft the reft, with pardon, fir ; 
Yet (he might caft fome more peculiar eye 
On fome that not refpeds her. 

laff. That's my fear. 
Which you now make your fport. 



^nter JVaitingwoman* 

WmH. a letter, fu*. 

I^ff. From whom ? 

Wait. Mymiftrefs. {Givts Utter. 

^ff* L^fi'^'] She has kept her promifc ; 
And I will read it, though I in the fame 
Know my own death included. 

Wmit. Fare you well, fir. TExit. 

Lef. [reads'] ^eve att thy fiendsy find auf the teB & meareft ^ 
JUttfer my fake that friend that leves thee deareB. 
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Her fervant^ nay her hand and charader. 

All meeting in my ruin ! — Read again. 

Prove aB thy fi'ifnds^ find out the heft and neareB $ 

KJBfor my fake that filend that loves thee deateH. 

And what might that one be ? 'tis a ftrange difficulty. 

And it will ask much counfel. \J^it. 

Ray, Leflingham 
Hath left us on the fudden. 

EuB, Sure, the occafion 
Was of that letter fent him. 

Uon. It may be 
It was fome challenge. 

Grov. Challenge ! never dream it : 
Are fuch things fent by women ? 

lUy. 'Twerc an herefy 
To conceive but fuch a thought. 

Lion. Tu(h, all the difference 
Begot this day muft be at night decided 
Betwixt the bride and bridegroom. — Here both come. 

Enter Woodroffy AnnaMy Bonvile and Franciford. 

Wood. What did you call the gentleman we met 
But now in fome diftradion ? 

Bon. Leffingham ; 
A moil approved and noble friend of mine. 
And one of our prime guefts. 

Wood. He feemM to me 



i 

i 



[love's gradvate] 

Somewhat in mind diftemperM. What concern 

Thofe private humours our fo public mirth. 

In filch a time of revels ? Miftrefs Clare, 

I mifs her too : why, gallants, have you fiiflPer'd her 

Thus to be loft amongft you ? 

Amms. Dinner done, 
Vnknown to any, (he retir'd herfelf« 

fFM. Sick of the maid perhaps, becaufe (he fees 
You, mUbefs bride, her fchool and playfellow. 
So fiiddenly tum'd wife. 

Frsnek. Twas (hrewdly gueiTd. 

IF##i. Go find her out. — Fie, gentlemen, within 
The mufic plays unto the filent walls. 
And no man there to grace it : when I was young. 
At fiich a meeting I have b beftirr'd me 
Till I have made the pale green-ficknefs girls 
Bhifli like the ruby, and drop pearls apace 
Down ftook their ivory foreheads ; in thofe days 
I have cut capers thus high. Nay, in, gentlemen. 
And fingle out the ladies. 

Rsy. WclladviTd.— 
Nay, mifbels bride, you (hall along with us. 
For without you all's nothing. 

Anns. Willingly, 
With mafter bridegroom's leave. 

Bm. O my beft joy. 
This day I am your fervant. 

W09J. True, this day j 
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She his, her whole life after, — fo it fliould be ; 

Only this day a groom fo do her fervice. 

For which, the fall remainder of his age. 

He may write mafter. I have done it yet, 

And fo, I hope, ft ill fliall. — Come, we are miff'd 

Among the younger fry : gravity ofttimes 

Becomes the fports of youth, efpecially 

At fuch folemnities ; and it were fin 

Not in our age to fliow what we have bin. [^Exeitnt, 



Scene i. 

Enter Leffimgbatm^ fudy nvtth a- letter in his bund, 

Leff* Amicitia nihil dedit Natt/rs maim nee rarim : 
So faith my author. If then powerful Nature 
In all her bounties fhower'd upon mankind^ 
Found none more rare and precious than this one 
That we call Friendfhip, O, to what a monfter 
Would this trans-fhape me, — to be made that he 
To violate fuch goodnefs ! To kill any. 
Had been a fad injunAion ; but a friend ! 
Nay, of all friends the moft approved ! a task 
Hell, till this day, could never parallel. 
And yet this woman has a power of me 
Beyond all virtue, — virtue ! almoft grace. 
What might her hidden purpofe be in this. 
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Vnlefs the apprehend fome fantafy, 
That no fuch thing has being, and as kindred 
And claims to crowns are worn out of the world. 
So the name friend ? 't may be 'twas her conceit. 
I have tried thofe that have profefled much 
For coin, nay, fometimes, (lighter courtefies. 
Yet found them cold enough : fo, perhaps, flie j 
Which makes her thus opinion'd. If in the former 
And therefore better days 'twas held fo rare. 
Who knows but in thefe laft and worfer times 
It may be now with Juftice banifli'd th* earth ? 
Fm full of thoughts, and this my troubled breaft 
Diftemper'd with a thoufand fantafies. 
Something 1 muft refolve. Til firft make proof 
If fuch a thing there be ^ which having found, 
'Twixt love and friendfhip 'twill be a brave fight 
To prove in man which claims the greateft right. 

Emter Raymond^ Euftacey Uonely and Grover. 

Ray. What, Maftcr Leffingham ! 
You that were wont to be compof 'd of mirth, 
All fpirit and fire, alacrity itfelf. 
Like the luftre of a late-bright-fhining fun. 
Now wrapt in clouds and darknefs ! 

Li^m. Prithee, be merry ; 
Thy dulneis fads the half part of the houfe 
And deads that fpirit which thou waft wont to quicken 

B 
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And, half-fpent, to give life to. 

I^^IT' Gentlemen, 
Such as have caufe for fport, I Ihall wi(h ever 
To make of it the prefent benefit 
While it exifts ^ content is ftill (hort-breath'd : 
When it was mine, I did fo ; if now yours, 
I pray make your beft ufe on't. 

XifM. Riddles and paradoxes : 
Come I come, fome crotchet's come intg thy pate. 
And I will know the caufe on't. 

Gtov. So will I, 
Or, I proteft, ne'er leave thee. 

IjifT* 'Tis a bufinefs 
Proper to myfelf, one that concerns no fecond. 

Gr9v. How's that ! not a friend ? 

Jjeff. Why, is there any fuch ? 

Gfv. Do you queftion that ? what do you take me for ? 

'BuB. k:<jy fir, or me ? 'Tis many months ago 
Since we betwixt us interchang'd that name. 
And, of my part, ne'er broken. 

Uwf. Troth, nor mine; 

lUy. If you make queftion of a friend, I pray 
Number not me the laft in your account. 
That would be crown'd in your opinion firft. 

Ijeff. You all fpeak nobly ^ but amongft you all 
Can fuch a one be found ? 

lUj. Not one amongft us 
But would be proud to wear the charader 
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Of noble fnendiliip : in the name of which 
And of all us here prefent, I entreat, 
Expofe to us the grief that troubles you. 

Ijtff, I (hall, and briefly. If ever gentleman 
Sunk beneath fcandal, or his reputation, 
Never to be recovered, fuflner'd, and 
For want of one whom I may call a friend. 
Then mine is now in danger. 

Hay, ril redeem H, 
Though with my life's dear hazard. 

BuB, I pray^ fir. 
Be to us open-breafted. 

I^ff. Then 'tis thus. 
There is to be performed a mononuchy. 
Combat, or duel, — time, place, and weapon 
Agreed betwixt us. Had it touched myfelf 
And myfelf only, I had then been happy ; 
But I by compofition am engag'd 
To bring with me my fecond, and he too 
Not, as the law of combat is, to ftand 
Aloof and fee fair play, bring off his friend. 
But to engage his perfon : both muft fight. 
And either of them dangerous. 

BuH. Of all things 
I do not like this fighting. 

'Liff* Now*, gentlemen. 
Of this fo great a courtefy I am 
At this inftant merely deftitute. 

B 2 
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Ray. The time ? 

LeJJ. By eight o'clock to-morrow. 

ft»y. How unhappily 
Things may fall out ! I am jull at that hour, 
Vpon fome late-conceived difcontents, 
To atone me to my father ; otherwife 
Of all the reft you had commanded mc 
Your fecond and your fervant. 

Lion. Pray, the place ? 

Lejf, Calais-fands. 

Uon. It once was fatal to a friend of mine 
And a near kinfman; for which I vow'd then, 
And deeply too, never to fee that ground : 
But if it had been elfewhere, one of them 
Hid before nine been worms'-meat. 

Grov. What's the weapon? 

Lejf. Single-fword. 

Grov. Of all that you could name, 
A thing I never praftif 'd : had it beeA 
Rapier, or that and poniard, where men ufe 
ftather fleight than force, I had been then your man. 
Being young, I fh-ainM the finews of my arm ^ 
Since then to me 'twas never ferviceable. 

EuB. In truth, fir, had it been a money-matter, 
I could have ftood your friend ; but as for fighting, 
I was ever out at that. 

Lijf. Well, farewell, gentlemen. 

[Exeunt "Raymond^ EuJIace^ Lionel^ and Graver. 
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But Where's the friend in all this ? Tufli, flic's wife. 
And knows there's no fuch thing beneath the moon : 
I now applaud her judgment* 

Enter Bonvile. 

Bonn Why, how now, friend ! This difcontent, which now 
Is fo unfeafon'd, makes me queftion what 
I ne'er durft doubt before, your love to me : 
T>oth it proceed from envy of my blifs. 
Which this day crowns me with ? or have yoa been 
A fecret rival in my happinefs, 
'And grieve to fee me owner of thofe joys 
Which you could wifli your own ? 

Lejf. Banifli fuch thoughts. 
Or you*fliall wrong the trueft faithful friendfliip 
Man e'er could boaft of. O, mine honour, fir ! 
'Tis that which makes me wear this crown of forrow : 
Were that free from the power of calumny, — 
But pardon me, that being now a-dying. 
Which is fo near to man, if part we cannot 
With pleafant looks. 

Bon. Do but fpeak the burden. 
And I proteft to take it off from you 
And lay it on myfelf. 

Lejf. 'Twere a requeft 
Impudence without blufliing could not ask. 
It bears with it fuch injury. 
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Bon. Yet muft I know't. 

Leffi Receive it then :— but I entreat you, fir. 
Not to imagine that I apprehend 
A thought to further my intent by you ; 
From you 'tis leaft fufpefted : — 'twas my fortune 
To entertain a quarrel with a gentleman, ' , . 

The field betwixt us challenged, place and time, ri • 
And thefe to be performed not without feconds : 
I have relied on many feeming friends^ 
But cannot blefs my memory with one 
Dares venture in my quarrel. 

Bon. Is this all ? 

Lejf. It is enough to make all temperature 
Convert to fiiry. Sir, my reputation. 
The life and foul of honour, is at (lake. 
In danger to be loft; the word of coward 
Still printed in the name of Lefiingham. 

Bon. Not while there is a Bonvile. May I live poor 
And die defpif'd, not having one fad friend 
To wait upon my hearfe, if I furvive 
The ruin of that honour ! Sir, the time? 

Lejf. Above all fpare me that, for that once known 
You'll cancel this your promife and unfay 
Your friendly proflFer; neither can I blame you : 
Had you confirm'd it with a thoufand oaths 
The heavens would look with mercy, not with juftice. 
On your oflFence, fhould you infi-inge them all. 
Soon after fun-rife, upon Calais-fands, 
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To-morrow we (liould meet : now to defer 
Time one half-hour, I fliould but forfeit all. 
But, fir, of all men living, this, alas. 
Concerns you Icaft ^ for fliall I be the man 
To rob you of this night's felicity, 
And make your bride a widow, her foft bed 
No witiiefs of thofe joys this night expeds ? 

Bom. I ftill prefer my friend befor^'my pleafure. 
Which is not loft for ever, but adjourned 
For more mature employment. 

Lejf. Will you go, then ? 

Bon, I am refolvM I will. 

Leff*. And inftantly ? 

Bon. With all the fpeed celerity'^can make. 

LeJlf. You do not weigh thofe inconveniences 
This aiStion meets with : your deps^rture hence 
Will breed a ftrange diftradion in your friends, 
Diftruft of love in your fair virtuous bride, 
Whofe eyes perhaps may never more be bleff'd 
With your dear fight, iince you may meet a grave. 
And that not 'moi^.your noble anceftors 
But amongft ftrangers, almoft enemies. 

Bon. This were enough to iliake a weak refolve ^ 
It moves not nie. Take horfe as fecretly 
As you well may : my groom fhall make mine ready 
With all fpeed poffible, unknown to any. 

Lff. But, fir, the bride. 
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Enter Annabel, 

j4nna. Did you not fee the key that's to unlock 
My carcanet and bracelets ? now, in troth, 
I am afraid 'tis loft. 

Bon. No, fweet, I ha*t ; 
I found it lie at random in your chamber. 
And knowing you would mifs it, laid it by : 
'Tis fafe, I warrant you. 

Anna. Then my fear's paft : 
But till you give it back, my neck and arms 
Are ftill yoUr prifoners. 

Bon. But you ihall find 
They have a gentle gaoler. 

Anna. So I hope. 
Within you're much inquired of. 

Bon. Sweet, I follow. [Exit AnnaM.'] Dover — 

Lejf. Yes, that's the place. 

Bon. If you be there before me, hire a bark : 
I fliall not fail to meet you. [_Exh. 

Lejf, Was ever known 
A man fo miferably bleff'd as I ? 
I have no fooner found the greateft good 
Man in this pilgrimage of life can meet, 
But I muft make the womb where 'twas conceiv'd 
The tomb to bury it, and the firft hour it lives 
The laft it muft breathe. Yet there is a fate 
That fways and governs above women's hate. 
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AS II, Sceme I. 

Bmter Rocbfield. 

lUcb. A younger brother; 'tis a poor caDing ; 
Though not unlawful, very hard to live on : 
The elder fool inherits all the lands, 
And we that follow, legacies of wit. 
And get 'em when we can too. Why fhould law, 
If we be lawiul and legitimate. 
Leave us without an equal divident ? 
Or why compels it not our fathers elfe 
To ceafe from getting, when they want to give ? 
No, fure, our mothers will ne'er agree to that ; 
They love to groan, although the gallows echo 
And groan together for us : from the firft 
We travel forth, t'other's our journey's end. 
I muft forward. To beg is out of my way. 
And borrowing is out of date. The old road. 
The old high-way, 't muft be, and I am in't : 
The place will ferve for a young beginner. 
For this is the firft day I fet ope fliop. 
Succef s, then, fweet Lavema ! I have heard 
That thieves adore thee for a deity : 

c 
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I would not purchafe by thee but to eat ; 
And 'tis too churlifh to deny me meat. — 
Soft ! here may be a booty. 



Enter Annabel and a Servant, 

Anna. HorPd, fay'ft thou ? 

Serv. Yes, miilrefs, with Leffinghahi. 

Anna, Alack, I know not what to doubt or fear ! 
I know not well whether't be well or ill : 
But, Aire, it is no cuftom for the groom 
To leave his bride upon the nuptial day. 
I am fo young and ignorant afcholar — 
Yes, and it proves fo ^ I talk away perhaps 
That might be yet recover*d. Prithee, run : 
The fore-path may advantage thee to meet *em. 
Or the ferry, which is not two miles before. 
May trouble 'em until thou com'ft in ken ^ 
And if thou doft, prithee enforce thy voice 
To overtake thine eyes, cry out, and crave 
For me but one word *fore his departure j 
I will not ilay him, fay, beyond his pleafurc 
Nor rudely ask the caufe, if he be willing 
To keep it from me. Charge him by all the love — 
But I ftay thee too long : run, run. 

Serv. If I had wings, I would fpread 'em now, miftrefs. 

Anna, Til make the beft fpeed after that I can y 
Yet Tm not well acquainted with the path : 
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My fears, I fear me, will miiguide me too. [£»#/• 

R^eb. There's good movables, 
I perceive, whate*er the ready coin be : 
Whoever owns her, (he's mine now ; the next ground 
Has a moil pregnant hollow for the purpofe. [Exit. 



Scene % 

Enter Servant j *whe runs over^ and exit : then enter Annatel $ 

after her^ Rocbfield. 

Anna. I'm at a doubt already where I am. 

Roch. I'll help you, miftrefs : well overtaken. 
Anna. Defend me goodncfs ! — What are you ? 

Roch. A man. 

Anna. An honeft man, I hope. 

Recb. In fome degrees hot, not altc^ether cold 
So far as rank poifon, yet dangerous 
As I may be drefl'd : I am an honeft thief. 

Anna. Honeft and thief hold fmall affinity ^ 
I never heard they were akin before : 
Pray heaven I find it now ! 

Roch. I tcU you my name. 

Anna. Then, honeft thief, fince you have taught me fo, 
For I'll enquire no other, ufe me honeftly. 

Recb. Thus, then, Pll ufe you. Firft, to prove me 
honeft, 

c 2 
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I wiD not violate your chaftity 
(That's no part yet of my profeflion). 
Be you wife or virgin. 

Anna. I am both, fir, 

"Rjoch. This then it feems (hould be your wedding-day 
And thefe the hours of interim, to keep you 
In that double ftate : come then Til be brief, 
For Fll not hinder your defired hymen. 
You have about you fome fuperfluous toys 
Which my lank hungry pockets would contain 
With much more profit and more privacy ; 
You have an idle chain which keeps your neck 
A prifoner ; a manacle, I take it. 
About your wrift too. If thefe prove emblems 
Of the combined hemp to halter mine. 
The Fates take their pleafure ! thefe are {et down 
To be your ranfom, and there the thief is prov'd. 

Anna. I will confefs both, and the laft forget. 
You fliall be only honeft in this deed : 
Pray you take it j I entreat you to it. 
And then you fteal them not. 

1i9cb. You may deliver them. 

Anna. Indeed I cannot. If you obfenre fir. 
They are both lock'd about me, and the key 
I have not : haply you are fiirniflied 
With fome inftrument that may unloofe them. 

iLocb. No in troth lady ; I am but a frefliman } 
I never read further than this book you fee. 
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And this very day is my beginning too : 
Thefe picking-laws I am to ftudy yet. 

Anna. O do not fliow me that (ir, 'tis too frightful ! 
Good, hurt me not, for I do yield them freely : 
Vfe but your hands ; perhaps their fbrength will ferve 
To tear them from me without much detriment : 
Somewhat I will endure. 

Roch. Well, fweet lady. 
You're the befl patient fbr a young phyfidan 
That I think e'er was pradiTd on. Pll ufe you 
As gently as I can, as I'm an honeft thie£ 
No ? will't not do ? Do I hurt you, lady ? 

Anna. Not much fir. 

Rocb. I'd be loth at all. I cannot do't. 

Anna. Nay then, you (hall not fir. You a thief 

[She draws his Jv»9rd, 
And guard yourfelf no better } no further read ? 
Yet out in your own book ? a bad clerk, are you not ? 

Roch. Ay, by Saint Nicholas : — lady, fweet lady, — 

Anna. Sir, I have now a mafculine vigour 
And will redeem myfelf with purchafe too. 
What money have you ? 

R^eb. Not a crofs, by this fbolilh hand of mine. 

Anna. No money ? 'twere pity then to take this from thee ; 
I know thoult ufe me ne'er the worfe fbr this j 
Take it again, I know not how to ufe it : 
A frown had tafcen't from me, which thou hadfl not. 
And now bear and believe me,^-on my knees 
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I make the proteftation — forbear 

To take what violence and danger muft 

Diflblve, if I forego them now. I do aflure 

You would not ftrike my head off for my chain. 

Nor my hand for this : how to deliver them 

Otherwife, I know not. Accompany 

Me back unto my houfe, 'tis not far off : 

By all the vows yrhich this day I have tied 

Vnto my wedded hufband, the honour 

Yet equal with my cradle-purity, 

(If you will tax me,) by the hoped joys, 

The bleffings of the bed, poftcrity. 

Or what aught elfe by woman may be pledged, 

I will deliver you in ready coin 

The full and dear'ft efteem of what you crave. 

Roeh. Ha ! ready money is the prize I look for : 
It walks without fufpicion any where. 
When chains and jewels may be ilay*d and called 
Before the conftable : but— 

Anna. But ! can you doubt ? 
You faw I gave you my advantage up : 
Did you e'er think a woman to be true ? 

Roch. Thought's free : I have heard of fome few, Udy, 

Very few indeed. 

Anna. Will you add one^^more to your belief? 

Roch. They were fewer than the articles of my belief. 
Therefore I have room for you, and will believe you. 
Stay ; you'll ranfom your jewels with ready coin ; 
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So may you do, and then difcover me. 

Anna. Shall I reiterate the vows I made 
To this injundion, or new ones coin ? 

Hoch. Neither; I'll tnift you : if you do deftroy 
A thief that never yet did robbery, 
Then farewell I, and mercy fall upon me ! 
I knew one once fifteen years courtier old. 
And he was buried ere he took a bribe : 
It may be my cafe in th6 worfer way. 
Come, you know your path back. 

Anna. Yes, I fliall guide you. 

Roch. Your arm : Til lead with greater dread than will; 
Nor do you fear, though in thief's handling ftill. [Exeunt. 



Scene 3. 

Enter Weedroff^ Franckford^ Raymend^ Eufiace^ Grever^ 

Uonely and Clare. 



Wood. This wants a precedent, that a 
Should fo difcreet and decently ohferve 
His forms, poftures, all cuflomary rites 
Belonging to the table, and then hide himfelf 
From his exposed wages in the bed. 

Franck. Let this be forgotten too^ that it remain not 
A firil example. 
Ray, Keep it amongft us. 
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Left it beget too much unfruitful forrow. ^ 

Moft likely 'tis that love to Leffingham 
Hath faftened on him, we all denied. 

EuH, 'Tis more certain than likely : I know 'tis fo. 

Grav. Conceal then : the event may be well enough* 

Wood. The bride my daughter, flie is hidden too ; 
This laft hour flie hath not been feen with us. 

Ray, Perhaps they are together. 

EuB. And then we make too ftrid an inquifition : 
Vndcr corredion of feir modefty. 
Should they be ftol'n away to bed together 
What would you fay to that ? 

Wood. I would fay, fpeed them well; 
And if no worfe news comes FU never weep fbr*t. 

CUt€. [afide\ I fear myfelf moft guilty for the abfence 
Of the bridegroom. What our wills will do 
With over-rafli and headlong peeviflmefs 
To bring our calm difcretions to repentance ! 
Leflingham's miftaken, quite out o'the way 
Of my purpofe too. 

Wood. So, fo ; 

There's fome good luck yet, the bride's in fight again. 

Enter AnnMMy and Rochfietd, 

yinna. Father, and gentlemen all, befeech you 
Entreat this gentleman with all courtefy : 
He is a loving kinfman of my Bonvile's, 
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That kindly came to gratulate our wedding ^ 
But as the day falls out, you fee alone 
I perfonate both groom and bride ; only 
Your he]p to make this welcome better. 

tVooJ. Moil dearly. 

Ray. To all, affure you, fir. 

IF'ood. But where*s the bridegroom, girl ? 
We are all at a nonplus here, at a ftand. 
Quite out^ the mufic ceafM, and dancing furbated. 
Not a light heel amongft us ; my coufm Clare too 
As cloudy here as on a wafliiog-day. 

Clare. It is becaufe you will not dance with me ^ 
I (hould then (hake it ofF. 

Anna. 'Tis I have caufe 
To be the fad one now, if any be : 
But I have queftion*d with my meditations, 
And they have rendered well and comfortably 
To the worft fear I found. Suppofe this day 
He had lopg fince appointed to his foe 
To meet and fetch a reputation from him. 
Which is the deaieft jewel unto man : 
Say he do fight, I know his goodneis fuch 
That all thofe powers that love it are his guard 
And ill caaaot b^ide him. 

Wood. Prithee peace ; 
Thou'lt make us all cowards to hear a woman 
Inftrud fo valiantly, — Come, the mufic ! 
I'll dance myfelf rather than thus put down : 
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What ! I am rife a little yet. 

Anna. Only this gentleman 
Pray you be free in welcome to : I tell you 
I was in a fear when firft I faw him. 

Rocb. {afidP^ Ha ! (he'll tell. 

Anna. I had quite loft my way in 
My firft amazement ; but he fo feirly came 
To my recovery, in his kind condudl 
* Gave me fuch loving comforts to my fears ; 
'Twas he inftruded me in what I fpake. 
And many better than I have told you yet ^ 
You (hall hear more anon. 

Itoch. \_afide] So, (he will out with't. 

Anna. I muft, I fee, fupply both places ft ill. — 
Come, when I have feen you back to your pleafure, 
I will return to you, (ir : we muft difcourfe 
More of my Bonvile yet. 

Omnes. A noble badde, faith. 

Clare. [/«/?if .] You have your wi(bes and you may be merry : 
Mine have over^gone me* [Exeunt aU except' Bochfield. 

Recb. It is the trembling'ft trade to be a thief! 
H'ad need Have all the world bound to the peace, 
Befides the bu(hes and the vanes of houfes : 
Every thing that moves, he goes in fear of 's life on ; 
A fur-gown'd cat, an meet her in the night. 
She ftares with a conftable's eye upon him. 
And every dog a watchman ; a black cow 
And a calf with a white Bice after her 
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Shows like a furly juftice and his clerk ; 
And if the baby go but to the bag, 
'Tis ink and paper for a mittimus. 
Sure I (hail never thrive on't ; and it may be 
I fhall need take no care, — I may be now 
At my journey's end, or but the goal's diftance. 
And fo to t'other place. I trufl a woman 
With a fecret worth a hanging ; is that well ? 
I could find in my heart to run away yet : 
And that were bafe too, to run from a woman : 
I can lay claim to nothing but her vows. 
And they fliall ftrengthen me. 

Re-enter AnnahtL 

Anna. See, fir, my promife : 
[Giving m$n€y'] There's twenty pieces, the full value, I vow. 
Of what they coft. 

Rocb. Lady, do not trap me 
Like a Tumpter-horfe, and then fpur-gall me 
Till I break my* wind. If the conftable 
Be at the door, let his fair ftaff appear : 
Perhaps I may corrupt him with this gold. 

Anns. Nay, then, if you miflrufl me, — Father, gentlemen, 
Mafter Raymond, Euftace ! 

Re^emtir W^^dfffy Frmnckf^dy Raym^md^ Euftmcfy Grovery 

Uanely mnd Clttriy with a Smlor, 

D 2 
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Wood. How now ! ^iriiat's the matter girl ? 

Annm. For (home, will yoa bid your kfofman welcome ? 
No one but I will lay a hand on kim : 
Leave him alone, and all a-reve!ling ! 

Wood. O, is that it ? — Welcome, wekxmie heartily ! 
I thought the brid^oom had been retum'd. — But 
I have news, Annabel ,• this feBow brought it. — 
Welcome fir ! why, you treihbJe ihtthinks, fir. 

Anna. Some agony of anger 'tis, believe It, 
His entertainment is fo cold and feebk. 

Bjiy. Pray be cheered, fir. 

'Rocb. Fm wondrous well fir ^ 'twas the gentleman's miftake. 

Wood. 'Twas my hand (hook belike then^ you muft pardon 
Age, I was ftifFer once. But as I was faying, 
I ihould by promife fee the fea to-mon-ow 
('Tis meant for phyfic) as low as Lee of Margate : 
1 have a veffel riding forth, gentlemen, 
'Tis call'd the God-fpeed too. 

Though I fay't, a brave one, well and richly fraughtcd ! 
And I can tell you (he carries a letter of mart 
In her mouth too, and twenty roaring boys 
On both fides on her, ftarboard and larboard. 
What fay you now, to make you all adventurers ? 
You fliall have fair dealing, that Til promife you. 

Bmj. a very good motion, fir : I begin ; 
\Gtving money] There's my ten pieces. 

Bvff. IgMng'fnoney'] I fecond them with thcfe. 

Grov, [giving money'] My ten in the third place. 
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lUch. [j^tves mtmey] And, fir, if you refiifc not a proffered love, 
Take my ten pieces with you too. 

Wood. Yours above all the reft, fir. 

Anna. Then make them above, venture ten more. 

Rocb, Alas, lady, 'tis a younger brother's portion. 
And all in one bottom ! 

Anna. At my encouragement, fir : 
Your credit, if you want, fhall not fit down 
Vnder that fum returned. 

Roch. With all my heart, lady. — \_^pving money] There, fir. 
{^AfiJe] So, fhe has filliM for her gold back, and caught it ; ; 
I am no thief now. 

Wood. I (hall make here a pretty afliirance. 

Roch. Sir, I (hall have a iuit to you. 

iFood. You are likely to obtain it then, fir. 

Roci. That I may keep you company to fca 
And attend you back : I am a little tiavell'd. 

TFood. And heartily thank you too, fir. 

Anma. Why that's well faid.— 
Pray you be merry : though your kinfman be abfent, 
I am here, the worft part 6[ him j yet that fliall ferve 
To give you welcome : to-morrow may fliow you 
What this night will not ; and be fiill aflur'd, 
Vnlefs your twenty pieces be ill-lent 
Nothing fliall give you caufe of dlfcontent. 
[Givimg money] There's ten more, fir. 

Roch. [afide] Why fliould I fear ? Foutre on't ! 
J will be merry now, fpite of the hangman.^ [Exeunt. 
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AS IlL Scene i • 

Enter Leffingbam and Banvi/e. 

Bgn. We are firft i'the field : I think ycMir. enemy 
Is ftay*d at Dover or fome other port, 
We hear not of his landing. 

Leff\ I am confident 
He is come over. 

Ban. You look, methinks, frefh-colouPd. 

Leff\ Like a red morning, friend, that ftill foretells 
A ftormy day to follow : but methinks. 
Now I obferve your face, that you look pale j 
There's death in't already. 

Bmi. I could chide your eiTor. 
Do you take me for a coward ? A coward 
Is not his own fiiend, much lels can he be 
Another man^s. Know fir, I am come hither 
To inftrud you, by my generous example. 
To kill your enemy, whofe name as yet 
I never queftion'd. 

Lejf. Nor dare I name him yet 
For diiheartening you. 

Bon. I do begin to doubt 
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The goodnefs of your quarrel. 

Lajf* Now you have't ^ 
For I proteft that I muft fight with one 
From whom, in the whole courfe of our acquaintance, 
I never did receive the leaft injury. 

Bon. It may be the forgetful wine begot 
Some fudden blow, and thereupon this challenge. 
Howe'er you are engag'd^ and, for my part, 
I will not take your courle, my unlucky friend. 
To fay your confcience grows pale and heartlefs 
Maintaining a bad caufe. Fight as lawyers plead. 
Who gain the befl of reputation 
When they can fetch a bad caufe fmoothly off*: 
You are in, and mufl through. 

l^Jf. O my friend, 
The nobleft ever man had ! When my fate 
Threw me upon this bufinefs, I made trial 
Of divers had profefTd to me much love. 
And found their friendfhip, like the eflFeds that kept 
Our company together, wine and riot : 
Giddy and finking I had found them oft. 
Brave feconds at pluralities of healths ^ 
But when it came to the proof, my gentlemen 
Appeared to me as promifing and falling 
As cozening lotteries. But then I found 
This jewel worth a thoufand counterfeits : 
I did but name my engagement, and you flew 
Vnto my fuccour with that cheerfiilnefs 



3i [love's gradvate] 

As a great general haftes to a battle, 

When that the chief of the adverfe part 

Is a man glorious and of ample fame ^ 

You left your bridal bed to find your death-bed ; 

And herein you moft nobly expreff'd 

That the affedtion 'tween two loyal friends 

Is far beyond the love of man to woman 

And is more near allied to eternity. 

What better friend's part could be fhow'd i'the world ! 

It tranfcends all : my father gave me life, 

But you ftand by my honour when 'tis falling 

And nobly underprop it with your fword. 

But now you have done me all this fervice. 

How, how Ihali I requite this ? how return 

My grateful recompenfe for all this love ? 

For it am I come hither with full purpofe 

To kill you. 

Bom. Ha ! 

Leffi Yes, I have no oppofite i'the world but 
Yourfelf : [givimg tetter] there, read the warrant for your death. 

Bom, 'Tis a woman's hand. 

Leffi And 'tis a bad hand too : 
The moft of 'em fpeak fair, write foul, mean worfc. 

Bom. K'U me ! Away, you jefl. 

Leff\ Such j eft as your (liarp-witted gallants ufe 
To utter, and lofe their friends. Read there how I 
Am fetter'd in a woman's proud command : 
I do love madly, and muft do madly. 
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peadlieft hellebore or vomit of a toad 
Is qualified poifon to a woman's malice. 

Bmt* [reaiiing] And kill that friend. Strange ! 

1.^/1 You may fee, fir. 
Although the tenure by which land was held 
Jn villanage be quite extind in England, 
Yet you have women there at this day liyii^ 
Make a number of (laves. 

Btfv. And kill that fiend ! 
She mocks you, upon my life, flie does equivocate : 
Her meaning is, you cherifli in your breaft 
Either felf-love or pride, as your beft friend^ 
And (he wi(hes you'd kill that. 

Isejfi Sure, her command 
Is more bloody : for (lie loathes me, and has put, 
As (he imagines, this impodible task^ 
For ever to be quit and free from me ; 
But fuch is the violence of my affedlion 
That I muft undergo it. Draw your fword 
And guard yourfelf : though I fight in fiiry 
I (tiall kill you in cold blood, (or I proteft 
'Tis done in heart-forrow. 

Bon. I'll not fight with you. 
For I have much advantage : the truth is, 
I wear a privy coat. 

Lef. Prithee put it off, then. 
If thou beeft manly. 

Bo^. The defence I mean is the juftice of my caufe : 

E 
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That would g;uard me and fly to thy deftru&ion. 

What confidence thou weaPft in a bad caufe I 

I am likely to kill thee if I fight j 

And then you fail to effeA your miftrefs' bidding 

Or to enjoy the fruit of*t. I have ever 

Wiihed thy happinefs, and vow I now 

So much affeSt it, in compaflfion 

Qf my friend's forrow : make thy way to it. 

Leffi That were a cruel murder. 

Bom. Believe't, 'tis ne'er intended otherwife. 
When 'tis a woman's bidding. 

I^ff. O the neceffity of my fate ! 

Bom. You ihed tears. 

Lejf. And yet muft on in my cruel purpofe : 
A judge, methinks^ looks lovelieft when he weeps 
Pronouncing of death's fentence. How I (dagger 
In my refolve ! Guard thee, for I came hither 
To do and not to fuffer. Wilt not yet 
Be perfuaded to defend thee ? turn the point. 
Advance it from the ground above thy head, 
And let it underprop thee otherwife 
In a bold refiftance. 

Bom. Stay. Thy injundion was 
Thou fhouldfl kill thy friend. 

Leff\ It was. 

Bom. Obferve me. 
He wrongs me moft ought to oflFend me leafl^ 
And they that ftudy man fay of a friend 
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There's nothing in the world that's harder found. 

Nor focmer loft. Thou cam*ft to kill thy friend. 

And thou mayft brag thou haft done't ; for here for ever 

All friendThip dies between us, and my heart. 

For bringing forth any ette&s. of love. 

Shall be as barren to thee as this fand 

We tread on, cruel and inconftant as 

The fea that beats upon this beach. We now 

Are fevered : thus haft thou (lain thy friend 

And (atisfied what the witch, thy miftrefs, bade thee. 

Go, and report that thou haft flain thy friendi 

Leff. I am ferv'd right. 

Bmt. And now that I do ceafe to be thy friend 
i will fight with thee as thine enemy : 
I came not over idly to do nothing. 

Leffi O friend ! 

Bmt. Friend ! 
The naming of that word (hall be the quarrel. 
What do I know but that thou lov'ft my wife 
And feign^dft this plot to divide me from her bed. 
And that this letter here is counterfeit ? 
Will you advance, fir ? 

Lejf, Not a blow : 
'Twould appear ill in either of us to fight. 
In you unmanly ; for believe it fir. 
You have difarm'd me already, done away 
All power of refiftance in me. It would (how 
Beaftly to wrong the dead : to me you fay 

I. 2 
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Yoli are dead for ever, loA on Calais-fands 
By the cruelty of a woman. Yet remember 
Yoa had a noble friend, whofe love to you 
Shall continue after death. Shall I go over 
In the fame bark with you ? 

Bom. Not for yon tOMm 
Of Calais : you know 'tis dangerous living 
At fea with a dead body. 

Lejff. Oy you mock me. 
May you enjoy all your noble wifhes ! 

Bmt. And may you find a better friend than I, ' 
And better keep him ! 



Scene 2. 

Enter Raymendy Eufiace^ Uonely Grovery Annahel 

and Clare. 

Lion. Whence was that letter fent ? 

Anna. From Dover, fir. 

Uim. And does that fatisfy you what was the caufe 
Of his going over ? 

Anna. It does : yet had he 
Only fent this, it had been fufficient. 

lUj. Why, what's that ? 

Anna. His will, wherein 
He has eflated me in all his land. 
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Euff. He's gone to fight. 

Licm. Leffingham's lecond, certain. 

Anna. And I am loft, loft in't for ever. 

Clare. [Mfidi] O fool Leffingham^ 
Thou haft miftook niy injundion utterly, 
Vtterly miftook it ! and I am mad, ftark mad 
With my own thoughts, not knowing what event 
Their going^o'er will come to. 'Tis too late 
Now for my tongue to cry my heart mercy. 
Would I could be fenfelefs till I hear 
Of their return ! I fear me both are loft. 

Ray. Who ihould it be Leflingham's gone to fight with f^ 

^uB/ Faith, I cannot poflibly conje^re. 

Anna. Miferftble creature ! a maid, a wife. 
And widow in the compafs of two days ! 

Ray. Are you fad too ? 

Clare. I am not very well, fir* 

Ray. I muft put life in you. 

Clare. Let me go, fir. 

Ray. I do love you in fpite of your heart. 

Clare. Believe it. 
There was never a fitter time to exprefs it. 
For my heart has a great deal of fpite in't. 

Ray. I will difcourfe to you fine fancies. 

Clare. Fine fooleries, will you not ? 

Ray. By this hand, I love you and will court you. 

Clare. Fie ! 
You can command your tongue, and I my ears 
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To hear you no further. 

Ray* [ffiJe] On my reputation, 
She's oflF o' the hinges ftrangely. 



Entfr W^Qireff^ RacbfieU^ mnd a jailor • 

Wood* Daughter, good news. 

Anna. What, is m^ husband heard of? 

Wood. That's not the bufinefs : but you have a coufiii 
You may be mainly proud of; and I am forry 
'Tis by your husband's kindied, not your own, 
That we might boaft to have fo brave a man 
In our alliance. 

Anna. What, fo foon return'd ? 
You have made but a ihort voyage : howfoever 
You are to me moft welcome. 

liocb. Lady, thanks : 
'l*is you have made me your own creature * 
Of all my being, fortunes, and poor fame, 
(If I have purchaf 'd any, and of Which 
I no way boafl,) next the high providence. 
You have been the fole creatrefs. 

Anna. O dear coufin. 
You are grateful above merit. — What occafion 
Drew you fo foon from fea ? 

Wood. Such an occafion 
As I may blefs heaven for, you thank their bounty, 
And all of us be joyful. 
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Anna. Tell us how. 

IVood. Nay daughter, the difcourfe will beft appear 
In his relation : where he fails Til help* 

Roeh. Not to moleft your patience with recital 
Qf every vain and needlefs circumftano^f, 
'Twas briefly thus. Scarce having reach'd to Margate, 
Bound on our voyage, fuddenly in view 
Appeared to us three Spanifh men-of-war. 
Thefe, having fpied the English crofs advance, 
.Salute us with a piece to have us ftrike : 
Ours, better fpirited, and no way daunted. 
At their unequal odds, though but one bottom, 
Retum'd them fire for fire. The fight begins. 
And dreadfiil on the fudden ; ilill they proffer'd 
To board us, ftill we bravely beat them off*. 

Wo0d. But, daiighter, mark the event. 

Rocb. Sea-room we got ; our fliip being fwifl of fail. 
It helped us much. Yet two unfortunate fliot. 
One Ihuck the captain's head off, and the other 
With an unlucky fplinter laid the mafter 

Dead on the hatches : all our fpirits then failed us. 
Wo0d. Not all : you fhall hear further, daughter. 

Roeb. For none was left to manage : nothing now 
Was talk'd of but to yield up (hip and goods. 
And mediate for our peace. 

W§Qd* Nay coz, proceed. 

Roeb. Excufe me, I entreat you, for what's more 
Hath already pafT'd my memory. 
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Wood. But mine it never can. — Then he ftood up, 
And with his oratory made us again 
To recoUcdl our fpirits, fo late dejed^ed. 

^ch. Pray, fir, — 

Wood. Y\\ fpeak *t out. — By unite confent 
Then the conmiaiKl was his, and 'twas his place 
Now to beftir him* Down he went below 
And put the linftocks in the gunners' hands ^ 
They ply their ordnance bravely : then again 
Vp to the decks ; courage is there renew'd. 
Fear now not found amongft us. Within lefs 
Than four hours' fight two of their (hips were funk. 
Both foundePd, and foon fwallow'd. Not long after^ 
The third begins to waUow, lies on the lee 
To ftop her leaks : then boldly we come on. 
Boarded, and took her, and flie's now our prize. 

Sailor. Of this we were eye-witnefles. 

Wood. And many more brave boys of us befides, 
Myfelf for one. Never was, gentlemen, 
A fearfight better manag'd. 

Roc/f. Thankd to heaven 
We have sav'd our own, damag'd the enemy. 
And to our nation's glory we bring home 
Honour and profit. 

Wood. In which, coi|fin Rochfield, 
You as a venturer have a double fliare, 
Befides the name of captain, and in that 
A fecond benefit -, but, moft of all. 
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Way to more great employment. 

Racb. [t0 AnnaM.'] Thus your bounty 
Hath been to me a blefling. 

Ray. Sir we are all 
Indebted to your valour : this banning 
May make us of fmall venturers to become 
Hereafter wealthy merchants. 

Wood, Daughter and gentlemen. 
This is the man was bom to make us all. 
Come, enter, enter : we will in and fe&ft : 
Jf e's in the bridegroom's abfence my chief gueft. 



F 
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Aa IV. Scene I. 

Enter Leffingham and Clare. 

Clara. O fir, are you returnM ? I do cxpeft 
To hear ftrange news now. 

Lejf. I have none to tell you ; 
I am only to relate I have done ill 
At a woman's bidding ; that's, I hope, no news. 
Yet wherefore do I call that ill, begets 
My abfolute happinefs ? You now are mine, 
I muft enjoy you folely. 

Clare. By what warrant ? 

^IT' By y^^^ ^^^ condition. I have been at Calais, 
Performed your will, drawn my revengeful fword. 
And flain my neareft and beft friend i' the world 
I had for your iake. 

Clare. Slain your friend for my fake ? 

Lejf. A moft fad truth. 

Clare. And your beft friend ? 

lAf. My chiefeft. 

Cliore. Then of all men you are moft miferable : 
Nor have you aught fiirther'd your fuit in this. 
Though I enjoined you to't ; for I had thought 
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That I had been the beft efteemed friend 
You had i'the world. 

l^ff. Ye did not wifli, I hope. 
That I ihould have murder'd you ? 

Clare. You fliall perceive more 
Of that hereafter : but I pray fir, tell me,— 
For I do freeze with expedation of it. 
It chills my heart with horror till I know 
What friend's Mood you have (acrific'd to your fury 
And to my fatal fport, — ^this bloddy riddle ; 
Who is it you have flain ? 

Leff. Bonvile, the bridegroom. 

Clare. Say ? O, you have flruck him dead thorough my 
heart! 
In being true to me you have proved in this 
The falfeft traitor. O, I am loft for ever ! 
Yet, wherefore am I loft ? rather recovered 
From a deadly witchcraft ; and upon his grave 
I will not gather rue but violets 
To blefs my wedding-ftrewings. Good fur, tell me 
Are you certain he is dead ? 

Ij^ffn Never, never 
To be recovered. 

CUre. Why, now fir, I do love you 
With an entire heart. I could dance methinks : 
Never did wine or mufic ftir in woman 
A fweeter touch of mirth. I will marry you, 
Inftantly marry you. 

F 2 
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l^eff, [a fide.'] This woman has (hange changes. — ^Yonarcta'efl 
Strangely with his death. 

Clare. FU give the reafon 
I have to be thus ecftafied with joy : 
Know (ir, that you have (lain my deareft fHend 
And fataleft enemy. 

Lejf Moft ftrange ! 

dure, 'Tis true : 
You have ta'en a mafs of lead from off nay heart 
For ever would have funk it in defpair. 
When you beheld me yefterday I ftood 
As if a merchant walking on the downs 
Should fee fome goodly veffel of his own 
Sunk 'fore his kce i'the harbour ^ and my heart 
Retained no more heat than a man that toils 
And vainly labours to put out the flames 
l*hat burn his houfe to the bottom. I will tell you 
A ftrange concealment fir, and till this minute 
Never reveal'd, and I will tell it now 
Smiling and not blufliing. I did love that Bonvile, 
Not as I ought, but as a woman might, — 
That's beyond reafon : I did dote upon him. 
Though he ne'er knew oft; and beholding him 
Before my face wedded unto another. 
And all my intereft in him forfeited, 
I fell into defpair ; and at that inftant 
You urging your fuit to me, and I thinking 
That I had been your only friend i'the world. 
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I heartily did wifli you would have kill'd 

That friend yourfelf, to have ended all my forrow. 

And had prepared it, that unwittii^y 

You (hould have done*t t^ poifon. 

t^ff. Strange amazement ! 

Clttre. The efFeds of a ftrange love. 

t^ff. 'Tis a dream, fure. 

tlare* No, *tis real fir, beKeve it. 

Ijtff. Would it were not ! 

Clare. What, fir ! you have done bravely : *tis your miftrefs 
That tells you you have done fo. 

X.ej^. But my confcience 
Is of counfel 'gainft you, and pleads otherwife. 
Virtue in her paft aiflions glories ftill. 
But vice throws loathed looks on former ill. 
But did you love this Bonvilc ? 

Clare. Strangely, fir ^ 
Almoft to a degree of madnefs. 

Ijieff. [afiJe"] Truft a woman ! 
Never henceforward : I will rather truft 
The winds which Lapland witches fell to men. 
All that they have is feign'd, their teeth, their hair. 
Their bluihes, nay, their confcience too is fcign'd : 
Let them paint, load themfelves with cloth of tifliie. 
They cannot yet hide woman ^ that will appear 
And diigrace all. The neceffity of my fate ! 
Certain this woman has bewitch'd me here. 
For I cannot choofe but love her. O, how fetal 
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This might have prov'd ! I would it had for me ! 

It would not grieve me though my fword had fplit 

His heart in funder ^ I had then deftrojr'd 

One that may prove my rival. O, but then 

What had my horror been, my guilt of confcience ! 

I know fome do ill at women's bidding 

rthe dog«days, and repent all the winter after : 

No, I account it treble happinefs 

That Bonvile lives; but 'tis my chiefeft glory 

That our friendihip is divided. 

Clare* Noble friend. 
Why do you talk to yourfelf ? 

L^ff, Should you do fo, 
You'd talk to an ill woman. Fare you well. 
For ever fare you well. — [^jifide] I will do fomewhat 
To make as fatal breach and difference 
In Bonvile's love as mine : I am fix'd in't. 
My melancholy and the devil (hall fafhion it. 

Clare. You will not leave me thus ? 

Lejf. Leave you for ever : 
And may my friend's blood, whom you lov'd fo dearly, ' 
For ever lie impofthum'd in your breaft. 
And i' the end choke you ! Woman's cruelty 
This black and fatal thread hath ever fpun ; 
It muft undo, or elfe it is undone. [Ex/V. 

Clare. 1 am every way loft, and no means to raife me 
But bleflfd repentance. What two unvalu'd jewels 
Am I at once depriv'd of ! Now I fufFer 
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Dcfervcdly. There's no profperity fettled : 

Fortune plays ever with our good or ill. 

Like crofs and pile, and turns up which (he will. 

Enter Bonvsle. 

Bom. Friend ! 

CUre, O, you are the welcom'ft under heaven ! 
Leffingham did but fright me : yet I fear 
That you are hurt to danger. 

Bom. Not a fcratch. 

Clare. Indeed, you look exceeding well, methinks. 

Bom. I have been fea-(ick lately, and we count 
That excellent phyfic. How does my Annabel ? 

Clare. As well fir as the fear of fuch a lofs 
As your efteemed felf will fuflFer her. 

Bom. Have you feen Leffingham (ince he returned ? 

Clare. He departed'hence but now and left with me 
A report had almoft kiird me. 

Bom. What was that ? 

Clare. That he had kill'd you. 

Bom. So he has. 

Clare. You mock me. 

Bom. He has killM me for a friend, for ever filenc'd 
All amity between us. You may now 
Go and embrace him, for he has ililfill'd 
The purpofe of that letter. JjjGsves letter. 

Clare. O I know't. 
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And had you known this, which 1 meant to have fent you 

[Sit gives him amtiier. 
An hour 'fore you were married to your wife. 
The riddle had been conftru'd. 

Bom. Strange ! this exprefles 
That you did love me. 

Clare. With a violent afFediop. 

Bon. Violent indeed ; for it feems it was your purpofe 
To have ended it in violence on your friend : 
The unfortunate Leilingham unwittingly 
Should have been the executioner. 

Clare. 'Tis true. 

Bom. And do you love ftill ? 

Clare. I may eafily 
Confefs it, fince my extremity is fuch 
That I muft needs fpeak or die. 

Bom. And you would enjoy me 
Though i am married ? 

Clare. No indeed, not I fir : 
You are to fleep with a fweet bed-fellow 
Would knit the brow at that. 

Bom. Come, come, a woman's telling truth 
Makes amends for her playing fsdfe : you would enjoy me ? 

Clare* If you were a bachelor or widower. 
Afore all the great ones living; 

Bom. But 'tis impoffible 
To give you prefent fatisfaftion ; for 
My wife is young and healthful, and I like 
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The fummer and the harveft of our love. 

Which yet I have not tafted of, fo well 

That, an you'll credit noe, for me her days 

Shall ne'er be (hortenM. Let your reafon therefore 

Turn you another way, and call to mind 

With beft obfervance the accomplifh'd graces 

Of that brave gentleman whom late you fent 

To hi$ deftruAion ; a man fo every way 

Deferving, no one aAion of his 

}n all his life-time e'er degraded him 

From the honour he was born to. Think how obfervant 

^e'U prove to you in nobler requeft that fo 

Obe/d you in a bad one ; and remembier 

"That afore you engag'd him to an aA 

Of horror, to the killing of his friend. 

He bore his fleerage true in every part 

Led by the compafs of a noble heart. 

Clare. Why do you praife him thus ? You faid but now 
He was utterly loft to you ; now't appears 
You are friends, elfe you'd not deliver of him 

Such a worthy commendation. 

Bam. You miftake, 
Vtterly miftake that I am friends with him 
In fpeaking this good of him. To what purpofe 
Do I praife him ? only to this fatal end. 
That you might frill in love and league with him : 
And what worfe office can I do i' the world 
Vnto my enemy than to endeavour 
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By all means poffible to many him 

Vnto a whore ? and there, I think, (he ftands. 

0€re. Is whore a name to be beiov'd ? if not, 
What reafon haye I ever to love that man 
Puts it upon me falfely ? You have wrought 
Strange alteration in me : were I a man, 
1 would drive you with my fword into the field 
And there put my wrong to filence. Go, you're not worthy 
To be a woman's friend in the leaft part 
That concerns honourable reputation ^ 
For you are a liar. 

Bam. I will love you now 
With a noble obfervance if you will continue 
This hate unto me : gather all thoTe graces. 
From whence you have foll'n, yonder, where you have left them 
In Leffingham, he that muft be your husband -^ 
And though henceforth I ceafe to be his friend, 
I will appear his nobleft enemy 
And work reconcilement 'tween you. 

CUre. No you (hall not ; 
You (hall not marry him to a ftrumpet : for that word 
I (hall ever hate you. 

Ben. And for that one deed 
J (hall ever love you. Come, convert your thoughts 
To him that beft deferves them, Leflingham. 
It is moft certain you have done him wrong; 
But your repentance and compadion now 
May make amends : difperfe this melancholy. 
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And on that turn of Fortune's wheel depend. 

When all calamities will mend or end. [BxeuMf. 



G a 
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A& V. Scene i. 

Enter Rochfield and Annabel. 

kocJb. Believe me, I was never more ambitious 
Or covetous, if I may call it fo, 
Of any fortune greater than this one. 
But to behold his face. 

Anna. And now's the time ; 
For from a much-fear*d danger, as I heard, 

4 

He*s late come over. 

Racb. And not feen you yet ! 
'Tis fome unkindnefs. 

Anna. You may think it fo ^ 
But for my part, fir, I account it none. 
What know I but fome bufinefs of import 
And weighty confequence, more near to him 
Than any formal compliment to me. 
May for a time detain him ? I prefume 
No jealoufy can be afperPd on him 
For which he cannot well apolc^. 

Hocb. You are a creature every way complete. 
As good a wife as woman ; for whofe fake^ 
As I in duty am cndear'd to you, 
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iSo fhall I owe him fervice. 

Enter Liffinghmm. 

Lejf. [ajide] The ways to love and crowns lie both through 
blood. 
For in them both all lets muft be removed : 
It could be ftyPd no true^ambltion elfe. 
I am grown big with projed : — project, faid I ? 
Rather with fudden mifchief ; which, without 
A fpeedy birth, fills me with painful throes. 
And I am now in labour. — ^Thanks, occafion. 
That giv'ft me a fit ground to work upon ! 
It (hould be Rochfield, one fince our departure 
It feems engrafted in this femily : 
Indeed the houfe's minion, fince from the lord 
To the loweft groom all with unite confent 
Speak him fo largely; nor, as it appears 
By this their private conference, is he grown 
Leaft in the bride's opinion, — a fixmdation 
On which I will ereA a brave revenge. 

Anns. Sir, what kind offices lie in your way 
To do for him, I fhall be thankful for. 
And reckon them mine own. 

B»ch. In acknowledgement 
I kifs your hand : fo with a gratitude 
Never to be forgot I take my leave. 

Anna. I mine of you, with hourly expeftation 
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Of a long-lookM-for husband. 

Roch, May it thrive 
According to your wiihes ! {Exit AnmsieL 

Lejf. [afide] Now's my turn. — 
Without o£Fence (ir, may I beg your name ? 

Roch. 'Tis that I never yet denied to any, 
Nor will to you that feem a gentleman ; 
'Tis Rochfield. 

lAjf. Rochfield ! You are then the man 
Whofe noblenefs, virtue, valour, and good parts 
Have voiced you loud : Dover, and Sandwich, Margate, 
And all the coaft is full of you : 
But more, as an eye-witnefs of all these, 
And with moft truth, the matter of tbis^houfe 
Hath given them large expreflions. 

R»eh. Therein his love 
Exceeded much my merit. 
.^ Lejf. That's your inodeffy. 
Now I, as one that goodnefs love in all men. 
And honouring that which is but found in few, 
Defire to know you better. 

R0ch. Pray your name ? 

JLejf. Leflingham. 

Rocb. A friend to Matter Bonvile ? 

Lejf. In the number 
Of thofe which he etteems moft dear to him 
He reckons me not latt. 

Roch. So I have heard. 



*• 
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l^ff. Sir, you have caufe to blefs the lucky planet 
Beneath which you were bom ^ 'twas a bright ftar 
And then (hin'd clear upon you : for as you 
Are every way well-parted, fo I hold you 
In all defigns mark'd to be fortunate. 

liMb. ^Tdsj do not ftretch your love to flattery • 
It may call it then in queftion : grow, I pray you. 
To fome particulars. 

Ijiff, I have obferv'd 
But late your parting with the virgin bride. 
And therein fome affedion. 

RKb. How ! 

Ij^ff. With pardon, — 
In this I ftill applaud your happinefs 
And praife the blefled influence of your flars : 
For how can it be poffible that flie, 
Vnkindly left upon the bridal day 
And difappointed of ithofe nuptial fweets 
That night expeded, but fliould take the occafion 
So fSurly offerM ? nay, and ftand excuf^d. 
As well in deteftation of a fcom 
Scarce in a husband heard of, as fele&ing 
A gentleman in all things fo complete 
To do her thofe negleded offices 
Her youth and beauty juilly challengeth ? 

'R»cb. [/ifidt] Some plpt to wrong the bride ^ and I now 
Will marry craft with cunning : if he'll bite, 
I'll give him line to play on. — Were't your cafe, 
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You being young as I am, would you intermit 

So fair and (weet occafion f 

Yet mifconceive me not, I do entreat you, 

To think I can be of that eafy wit 

Or of that malice to defame a lady. 

Were ihe fo kind as to expofe herfelf ^ 

Nor is (he fuch a creature. 

Leff\ [sfiJe] On this foundation 
I can build higher ftill. — Sir, I believe't. 
I hear you two call coufins : comes your kindred 
By the Woodroffs or the Bonviles ? 

Roch» From neither ; 'tis a word of courtefy 
Late interchanged betwixt us ; otherwife 
We are foreign as two ftrangers. 

Lef. IsfiJe] Better fliU. 

RmA. I would not have you grow too inward with me 
Vpon fo fmall a knowledge : yet to fatisfy you. 
And in fome kind too to delight myfelf^ 
Thofe bracelets and the carcanet fhe wears 
She gave me once* 

Leff. They were the firfl and fpecial tokens paflT'd 
Betwixt her and her husband. 

Raci. 'Tis confefTd j 
What I have faid, I have faid. Sir, you have power 
Perhaps to wrong me or to injure her : 
This you may do ; but, as you are a gentleman, 
I hope you will do neither. 

Lef. Trufl upon't. lExit Rochfield. 
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If I drown, I will fink fome along with me^ 
For of all miferies I hold that chief, 
Wretched to be when none coparts our grief. 
Here's another anvil to work oil : I muft now 
Make this my mafter-piece, for your old foxes 
Are feldom ta'en in fpringes. 



Emter Woodroff. 

Wood. What, my friend ! 
You are happily returned ; and yet I want 
Somewhat to make it perfed- Where's your friend. 
My fon-in-law ? 

I^jf. O fir ! 

Wood. I pray refolvc me ; 
For I do fuflPer ftrangely till I know 
If he be in fafety. 

Lejf. Fare you well : 'tis not (k 
1 (hould relate his danger. 

Wood. I muft know't. 
I have a quarrel to you already 
For enticing my fon-in-law Co go over : 
Tell me quickly, or I Ihall make it greater. 

Lejf. Then truth is, he is dangerously wounde|^. 

Wood. But he's not dead, I hope. 

Lejf. No fir, not dead : 
Yet, fure, your daughter may take liberty 
To choofe another. 

H 
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Wood, Why, that gives him dead. 

Lejf. Vpon my life fir, no : your {ool*s in health. 
As well as I am. 

Wood. Strange ! you deliver riddles. 

Lejf. I told you he was wounded, and 'tis true 9 
He is wounded in his reputation, 
I told you likewife, which I am loth to repeat. 
That your fair daughter might take liberty 
To embrace another : that's the confequence 
That makes my beft friend wounded in his fame. 
This is all I can deliver. 

Wood. 1 muft have more of 't ^ 
For I do fweat already, and I'll fweat more : 
'Tis good, they fay, to cure aches ^ and o'the fudden 
I am fore from head to foot. Let me tafte the worfl. 

Lejl. Know fir, if ever there were truth in falfehood. 
Then 'tis moft true your daughter plays moft falfe 
With Bonvile, and hath chofe for her favourite 
The man that now paflTd by me, Rochfield. 

Wood. Say? 
I would thou hadft fpoke this on Calais-fands, 
And I within my fword and poniard's length 
Of that falfe throat of thine ! I pray ftr, tell me 
Of what kin or alliance do you take me 
To the gentlewoman you late mention'd i 

Lejf. You are her father. 

Wood, Why then, of all men living, do you addrefs 
This report to me, that ought of all men breathii^ 
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iTo have been the laft o'the roll, except the husband, 
That ihould have heard oft ? 

Leffl For her honour, fir, and yours ^ 
That your good counfel may reclaim her. 

WIfcd. I thank you. 

Lejf. She has departed fir. Upon my knowledge , 
With jewels and with bracelets, the firft pledges 
And confirmation of the unhappy contrad: 
between herfelf and husband. 

H^aod. To whom ? 

Lef. To Rochfield. 

- IVaod. Be not abui'd : but now. 
Even now, I faw her wear them. 

Lejf. Very likely : 
*Tis £t, hearing her husband is returned. 
That he ibould re-deliver them. 

fF^ad. But pray fir, tell me. 
How is it likely (be coQld part with them. 
When they are lock'd about her neck and wrifts^ 
And the key with her husband ? 

Le£. O, fir, that's but pradife : 
She has got a trick to ufe another key 
Befides her husband's. 

9Food. Sirrah, you do lie : 
And were I to pay down a hundred pounds 
For every lie given, as men pay twelve-pence, 
And worthily, for fwearing, I would give thee 
The lie, nay though it were in the court of honour, 

H % 
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So oft till of the thoufands I am worth 
I liad not left a hundred. For is't likely 
So brave a gentleman as Rochiield is. 
That did fo much at fea to fave my life^ 
Should now on land (horten my wretched days 
In ruining my daughter ? A rank lie ! 
Have you (pread this to any but myfelf ? 

Leffl I am no intelligencer. 

Wood. Why then, *tis yet a fecret : 
And that it may reft fo, draw ! Til take order 
Vou Ihall prate of it no fiirther. 

Leffl O my fword 
Is enchanted fir, and will not out o'the fcabbard. 
I will leave you fir : yet fay not I give ground, 
Fbr 'tis your own you ftand on. 

Emer B$»vile snd Clsre. 

[fJUe] Clare here with Bonvile ! excellent ! on this 

I have more to work : this goes to Annabel, 

And it may increafe the whirlwind. [Esr/V; 

Bom. How now fir ! 
Come, I know this choler bred in you 
For the voyage which I took at his entreaty : 
But I muft reconcile you. 

tVood. On my credit. 
There's no fuch matter. I will tell you fir^ 
And I will tell it in laughter, the caufe of it 
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is fo poor, fo ridiculous, (o impoflible 

To be believ'd : ha, ha ! he came even now 

And told me that one Rochfield, now a gueft 

(And moft worthy, fir, to be fo) in my houfe 

Is grown exceedingly ^miliar with 

My daughter. 

Bam. Ha ! 

Wbod. Your wife ^ and that he ha& had favours from her; 

Bom. Favours ! 

tFM. Love-tokens 1 did call them in my youth : 
Lures to which gallants fpread their wings and ftoop 
tn ladies' bofoms. Nay he was fb fidfe 
Yo truth and all good manners, that thofe jewels 
You lock'd about her neck, he did piDteft 
^he had given to Rochfield. Ha ! melhinks o'the fudden 
You do change colour. Sir, I would not have you 
Believe this in Icaft part : my daughter's honeft. 
And my gueft is a noble fellow ^ and for this 
Slander delivered me by LeflSngham 
I would have cut his throat. 

BiJi. As I your daughter's^ 
If I find not the jewels 'bout her. 

CUre. Are you retiun'd 
With the Italias plague upon you, jeakxify ? 

JFoaJ. Suppofe that Leffingfaam fliould love my daughter, 
And thereupon fafhion your going ov^er. 
As now your jealoufy, the ftronger way 
60 to divide you, there were a fine crotchet ! 
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Do you dagger ftill ? If you continue thus, 
I vow you are not worth a welcome home 
Neither from her nor me. — See here fhe comes. 



tlsre. I have brought you home a jeweL 

jimms. Wear it yourfelf ; 
For thefe I wear are fetters, not favours. 

Cisr0. I look'd for better welcome. 

R^h. Noble fir 
I muft woo yoiir better knowledge. 

Bam. O dear fir 
My wife wiU befpeak it for you. 

Raci. Hzy your wife ! 

WM* Bear with him fir, he's ilrangely off o'the hinges^ 

Bom. [fJiJe] The jewels are i'the right place : but the jewel 
Of her heart fticks yonder^ — You are angry with me 
For my goiiig oven 

Amns. Happily more angry for your coming oven 

Bom. I fent you my will from Dover^ 

Anns. Yes fir. 

Bam. Fetch it. 

Anns. I fhall fir, but leave your feU^will with you. [Exiti 

W60d. This is fine ; the woman will be mad too. 

Bam, Sir I would fpeak with you. 

Rocb^ And I with you of all men living. 

Bon^ I muft have fatisfadion from youi 
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Rocb, Sir, it grows upon the time of payment. 

Wood. What's that, what's that ? Til have no whifpering, 



Re-enter AnnaM with the vjill^ 

AnnM. Look you, there's the patent 
Of your deadly a£Fedlion to me, 

Bon. 'Tis welcome. 
When I gave myfelf for dead, I then made over 
My land unto you : now I find your love 
Dead to me, I will alter 't. 

Anna* Vfe your pleafure. 
A man may make a garment for the moon 
Rather than fit your conftancy, 

Wood. How's this } 
Alter your will ! 

Bon. 'Tis in mine own difpofing : 
Certainly I will alter 't. 

Wood. Will you fo, my friend ? 
Why then, I will alter mine too. 
I had eftated thee, thou peevifli fellow. 
In forty thoufand pounds after my death s 
I can find another executor. 

Bon. Pray fir, do. 
Mine I'll alter without queftion. 

Wood. Doft hear me ? 
An if I change not mine within this two hours, 
Ifizy my executors cozen all my kindred 
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To whom I bequeath legacies ! 

Bern. I am for a lawyer, fir. 

fFQ0j, And I will be with one as foon as thyfelf, 
Though thou rid'ft poft to the devU. lExii Bon^ 

Roch. Stay, let me follow and cool him. 

Wo0d. Oy by no means : 
You'll put a quarrel upon him for the wrong 
H' as done my daughter. 

Roch. No, believe it fir ; 
He's my wifh'd friend. 

Wood. O come, I know the way qf 't ^ 
Carry it like a French quarrel, privately whifper. 
Appoint to meet, and cut each other's throats 
With cringes and embraces. I proteft 
I will not £u£Per you exchange a word 
Without I overhear 't. 

R§eb. Vfe your pleafiire. [Bxnmt Woodroff and RocbfieU. 

dare. You are like to make fine work now. 

Anna. Nay, you are like 
To make a finer buiinefs of 't. 

Clsro. Come, come, 
I muft folder you together. 

Anns. You ! why, I heard 
A bird fing lately, you are the only caufe 
Works the divifion. 

CUro. Who, as thou ever lov'dft me i 
For I long, though I am a maid, for't. 

Anna. Leflingham. 



Clare. Why then, I do protett myfclf firft caufc 
Of the wrong which he has put upon you both j 
Which, pleafe you to walk in, I fliali make good 
In a fliort relation. Come, Til be the clew 
To lead you forth this labyrinth, this toil 
Of a fuppof 'd and caufelefs jealoufy. 
Cankers touch choiceft fruit with their infeftion. 
And fevers feize thofe of the beft complexion. {Exeunt. 



Scene x. 

Enter Wpodroff and Rochfield. 

Wood* Sir, have I not faid I love you ? if I have. 
You may believe 't before an oracle. 
For there's no trick in't but the honeft fenfe. 

It»cb. Believe it ! that I do iir. 

lVo§d. Your love muft then 
Be as plain with mine, that they may (iiit together. 
I fay you muft not fight with my fon Bonvile. 

Koeb. Not fight with him fir } 

W09d. No, not fight with him fir. 
I grant you may be wrong'd, and I dare fwear 
So is my child ; but he is the husband you know. 
The woman's lord, and muft not always be told 
Of his faults neither : I fay you muft not fight. 

J 
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Roch. I'll fwear it, if you pleafe, fir, 

IVooJ. And forfwear, I know 't. 
Ere you lay ope the fecrets of your valour : 
It is enough for me I faw you whifper. 
And I know what belongs to 't. 

RocJb, To no fuch end, afliire you. 

^ooJ. I fay you cannot fight with him 
If you be my friend, for I muft ufe you : 
Yonder^s my foe, and you muft be my fecond. 

Enter LeJJingham, 

Prepare thee, flanderer, and get another 

Better than thyfelf too ; for here's my fecond. 

One that will fetch him up and firk him too : — 

Get your tools ^ I know the way to Calais-fands, 

If that be your fence-fchool : — he'll fhow you tricks, faith j 

He'll let blood your calumny : your beft guard 

Will come to a peccavi^ I believe. 

Lejf, Sir, if that be your quarrel. 
He is a party in it, and muft maintain 
The fide with me : from him I coUeded 
All thofe circumftances concern your daughter. 
His own tongue's confeffion. 

Wo0d. Who ? from him ? 
He will belie to do thee a pleafiire, then. 
If he fpeak any ill upon himfislf : 
I know he ne'er could do an injury. 
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Uoch, So pleafe you, PU relate it fir. 

Enter BonviUy Annabel ^ and Clare. 

Wood. Before her husband, then, — and here he is. 
In friendly pofture with my daughter too : 
I like that well. — Son bridegroom and lady bride. 
If you will hear a man defame himfelf. 
For fo he mufl if he fay any ill. 
Then liften, 

Bon. Sir I have heard this ftory 
And meet with your opinion in his goodnefs : 
The repetition will be needlefs. 

Ikoeh. Your father has not fir : I will be brief 
In the delivery. 

Wood. Do, do, then : I long to hear it. 

Rack. The firft acquaintance I had with your daughter 
Was on the wedding-eve. 

Wood. So ; 'tis not ended yet, methinks. 

'Roch. I would have robb'd her. 

Wood. Ah, thief! 

Roch. That chain and bracelet which flie wears upon her 
She ranfomM with the fall efleem in gold, 
Which was with you my venture. 

Wood. Ah, thief again ! 

Roch. For any attempt againft her honour, I vow 
I had no thought on. 

Wood, An honeft thief, faith, yet. 

J ^ 
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Roch, Which flie as nobly recompenrd, brought me hone. 
And in her own difcretion thought it meet. 
For cover of my fliame, to call me coufin. 

JVood, Call a thief couiin ! why, and fo ihe might. 
For the gold flie gave thee Ihe ftole from her husband ; 
'Twas all his now : yet 'twas a good girl too. 

Roch, The reft you know fir. 

IVood. Which was worth all the reft, — 
Thy valour, lad^ but Til have that in print, 
Becaufc I can no better utter it. 

Roch, Thus jade unto my wants 
And fpurr'd by my neceflSties, I was going. 
But by that lady's counfel I was ftay^d 
(For that difcourfe was our familiarity) : 
And this you may take for my recantation ; 
I am no more a thief. 

Wood. A bleffing on thy heart ! 
And this was the firft time, I warrant thee, too. 

Roch. Your charitable cenfure is not wrong'd in that. 

Wood. No ^ I knew 't could be but the firft time at moft : 
But for thee, brave valour, I have in ftore 
That thou (halt need to be a thief no more. 

[S^ft mufic within. 
Ha ! what's this mufic ? 

B9M. It chimes an lo psan to your wedding fir. 
If this be your bride. 

Lejf. Can you forgive me ? some wild diftra&ions 
Had overturn'd my own condition 
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And fpilt the goodnefs you once knew in me : 
But I have carefully recovered it 
And overthrown the fiiry on 't* 

Clsre. It was my caufe 
That you were fo poflelTd : and all thefe troubles 
Have from my peeviih will original : 
I do repent, though you forgive me not* 

Leffl You have no need for your repentance then. 
Which is due to it : all's now as at firft 
It was wifh'd to be. 

JVbod. Why, that's weU faid of all fides. 
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